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	1. Daphne Greengrass

**Title:** His Smell?  
><strong>Summary: <strong> Daphne is sick of hearing about the boy that's captivated Tracey's heart**  
>PairingCharacters: **Tracey and Daphne**  
>Rating: <strong>K  
><strong>Warnings<strong>: N/A**  
>Notes: <strong>So, I started a new collection. My other one was starting to become long so I've decided to separate the short and long ones. Anything under 500 words will go into this one, anything above will go into the other.

* * *

><p>She couldn't tell you went it happened, nor how. She only knew it had and she was caught.<p>

"I'm under his spell," Tracey groaned.

Daphne scoffed at her and turned away. "Don't start."

"Did you see his hair?" Tracey was facing Daphne, leaning forward.

Daphne refused to look in her direction, glaring at the fireplace. "I don't want to hear it," she snapped.

"Come on, if the roles were reversed, I would listen."

"If I'm ever in your position you have permission to kill me," Daphne said, turning to glare at her friend.

There was silence while the friends glared at each other. Daphne did not want to hear about the boy that captured Tracey's heart and Tracey couldn't understand her friend's avoidance of the topic. Eventually, Tracey's glare lost its intensity as a softer expression formed.

"Did you see him today, all smiles and laughter?" Tracy's eyes were bright and she was almost falling off her chair

Daphne groaned and threw her hands high in the air. "I give up."

"Oh, and he smells so comforting."

Daphne turned to her friend, disbelief in her eyes. "He _smells_ comforting?"

Tracey, not focusing on her friend, smiled wider. "Yeah, he has such a lovely, natural fragrant. I'm captivated every time.

Daphne stared at her friend in horrified silence. Daphne closed her eyes after a moment and when she opened them she brought her hand up and slapped Tracey across the face.

"What was that for," Tracey exclaimed, bringing a hand up to cup her sore cheek.

"To snap you out of it, you sound like a creep."

"Do not!"

"You're smelling him."

"I can't help it," Tracey said, rubbing her cheek slowly, "I'm under his spell."

Daphne growled in annoyance. "Well, it's a damn shame that he's under that Granger's spell and not yours," she snapped before retreating into the dorm room.

Tracey stared at the place her friend once was for a moment before jumping up and following her. "He won't be forever, one day Ron Weasley will love me!"

* * *

><p>(w.c 345)<p>
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	2. Ron Weasley

**Title:** Don't Move, Speak or Blink  
><strong>Summary: <strong>Ron lays in bed, waiting for the enviable**  
>PairingCharacters:**Ron, Fred and George.**  
>Rating:<strong>K  
><strong>Warnings<strong>: N/A**  
>Notes:<strong>N/A

* * *

><p>Ron didn't move, he knew better.<p>

Ron didn't speak, he knew better.

Ron didn't blink, he knew better.

He heard a sound from outside and flinched involuntary. _Was it them?_

Ron saw shadows pass by his door but they didn't stop. Ron almost let out a breath, almost. Thankfully, he knew better. A few minutes passed, then the shadows appeared again, this time they didn't leave.

"Do you think he's awake?"

Ron's limbs started shaking, _no._

"I don't think so, it doesn't sound like it."

Ron really wanted to close his eyes, he really wanted to block out all sounds and shapes and prey but he knew better. He would not repeat the mistakes of last time.

"Okay, in we go, we need to leave it where he'll find it."

Ron heard the door creep open. He didn't move, he didn't speak and he didn't blink, not until a startled yelp echoed through his room. Ron jumped up, grinning like a goon.

In his doorway were his twin brothers, Fred and George, they were covered in blue paint looking completely dumbstruck.

"Aha, I got you!" Ron yelled, jumping up and down on his bed.

The twins exchanged a look.

"You did get-"

"-us. Well done little-"

"-brother, we applaude you."

Ron looked suspiciously between the pair.

"In fact,-"

"-I think you deserve-"

"-a hug," they ended together.

Ron's eyes widened. "No, wait," he said, backing away from his brothers.

The twins broke out into matching sinister grins. "Come here, little brother!"

Ron jumped off the bed and dodged his brother's reaching hands. He ran past his mother and father, both emerging from their bedroom, and down the stairs, escaping into the yard.

* * *

><p>Molly Weasley watched her youngest boy run away from two paint covered twins.<p>

"Why does their birthday always end up like this?" Molly asked her husband with a sign.

Arthur shrugged with a laugh. "It's the first of April."

* * *

><p>(w.c 338)<p>
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	3. Ginny Weasley

**Title:** Numb Inside and Out  
><strong>Summary: <strong>It's hard to feel anything but numb as you stare into the dead eyes of the person you love. **  
>PairingCharacters:**Ginny/Harry (even though I never name him).**  
>Rating:<strong>T+  
><strong>Warnings<strong>: Character death, suggested assault, violence. **  
>Notes:<strong>N/A

* * *

><p>Ginny stared down at the broken body before her. Tears ran over her face, dripping onto the cheeks of the man and mixing with the blood slowly seeping from his forehead. She didn't try to hold them back, there was no point. She focused on the tears as she sat there and cried, knowing she was next.<p>

She wasn't afraid, not now. She couldn't bring herself to tremble and plead with the man when he approached her, gripping her arm tight enough to bruise. No, she couldn't be afraid, not like before. Nothing mattered like before.

Ginny lost herself to her mind when she was pulled away from her broken love. She didn't feel it when she was shoved to the ground or when another body covered hers. She didn't see the dull yellow teeth when the man smiled at her. She only turned her head to look at the wide open, dead eyes of her love.

She wasn't powerful anymore, she wasn't strong. She wasn't the woman she once was, not any more. He took that from her, robbed her completely when he robbed her of her husband's life. She had nothing left.

She hadn't been prepared for the pain. It was only a little at first, barely a burn. Then it became more painful, burned more. Ginny blocked it out, or, she tried to. She wasn't ready, wasn't prepared.

He didn't care.

Ginny closed her eyes, the first time since the moment her husband took his last breath. Tears leaked from her eyes, broken sobs and screams pouring out of her mouth with no order.

The man only grunted.

She was left broken, lying on the ground. Dirt covered her body, stones and clumps of fresh grass pressed into her body painfully. She didn't care. She lay there crying, linking her little finger with that of her dead love, barely able to move more than that. She lay there until dusk fell and the sky darkened. She didn't feel the cold seep into her body; she was numb inside and out.

He took everything from her.

* * *

><p>(w.c 395)<p>
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	4. Petunia Dursley

**Title:** Gardening  
><strong>Summary: <strong>Petunia hated gardening**  
>PairingCharacters:**Petunia**  
>Rating:<strong>K  
><strong>Warnings<strong>: N/A**  
>Notes:<strong>N/A

* * *

><p>Smelling like dirt was not something Petunia wanted to smell like. She detested the stench of the earth and the feel of it on her skin. She couldn't stand the sweat that would be caked on her forehead by the end of the day and she hated the way her body would ache after a day working in the garden.<p>

"Whoever said, you should smell like dirt at the end of a spring day is a bloody idiot," Petunia grumbled as she pulled another weed out of her garden.

It was days like today that Petunia wished the boy was still here and not at that cursed school. It was days like today she missed him being underfoot like a little pest because he had his uses. It was days like this she wished the damned boy decided to stay in this world.

It's days like today she allowed herself to miss the boy.

* * *

><p>(w.c 173)<p>

WolfWinks


	5. Irma Pince

**Title:** Library Escape  
><strong>Summary: <strong>Irma Pince doesn't like many students but she is fond of the little first year with a thirst for knowledge. **  
>PairingCharacters:**Irma Pince and Severus Snape**  
>Rating:<strong>K  
><strong>Warnings<strong>: N/A**  
>Notes:<strong>Written for Speed Drabble: bag, basket, drive

* * *

><p>Irma Pince loved the Hogwarts library. She knew most students hated it here, seeing it as a mystic and mysterious room that should only be entered with great caution. Irma liked it that way.<p>

The library was a place to escape into the pages of a book; children these days didn't seem to understand that, at all. There were the few who were in awe with all the books stacked high but they were rare, unfortunately.

This year, thought, there was one boy. A small boy, pale, greasy hair; he looked like a strong wind could knock him over. He was a sweet boy, always around, always reading. He didn't seem to be in awe of the books but Irma liked him anyway.

She watched him read sometimes, only when her basket of work was empty. He seemed so desperate for an escape; she could never deny him that.

One evening, coming onto curfew, she saw him absorbed in a book again. There was another child with him, a little girl. She was packing up her homework, placing everything in her bag neatly.

"Are you coming, Severus?"

"In a minute," the boy said. "I just want to finish this chapter."

The little girl nodded, her red locks falling over her eyes. "Okay, I'll see you late then."

"Bye."

When another ten minutes went by and the boy had yet to move, Irma headed over to him.

"Child, it's almost curfew."

The boy looked up, startled.

"Sorry, Madam. The books just so interesting, could I borrow it?"

Irma glanced at the book, a third year potion text. "I'm impressed with your drive; you're only a first year, yes?"

The boy nodded, looking nervous.

"You can borrow it," Irma said. "Just bring it back in the morning."

The boy nodded again, a smile lighting up his face. "Thank you, Madam."

Irma watched the boy leave with her own smiled. Yes, she liked that boy.

* * *

><p>(w.c 324)<p>
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	6. Fleamont Potter

**Title:** One Day  
><strong>Summary: <strong>It's been years since they started trying for a child and yet they are still childless**  
>PairingCharacters: **Fleamont/Euphemia **  
>Rating: <strong>K+  
><strong>Warnings<strong>: N/A**  
>Notes: <strong>Written for Myth and Legends (Hogwarts Challenge and Assignments) task 4

* * *

><p>Fleamont stared at his crying wife, feeling the need to cry with her.<p>

"It's been years," Euphemia Potter said through her tears. "Years. I'm never going to have a child."

Fleamont closed his eyes, unable to watch his wife break down in front of him. He couldn't break down himself, he couldn't. He needed to be there for his wife, be strong, that's what the husband was suppose to do. Despite this, he felt his heart shatter.

Once he gathered his nerves, his strength and all the control he possessed, he knelt by his wife and wrapped arms around her.

"It could still happen," he mumbled to her. The words sounded stale, even to his own ears.

Euphemia seemed to relax at the words either way; they seemed to comfort her, somewhat. She buried her head into his shoulder and let herself cry.

Fleamont just held her close, taking comfort from his wife warm body in his arms. It was hard being strong. He wanted a child, so badly did he want a child. He wanted a little boy to run around the backyard with, to teach to fly. He wanted a little girl he could carry on his shoulders and read to sleep. He wanted a child to raise, to pass down his heritage. He wanted a child.

Fleamont felt a tear slip down his cheeks and he brought a hand up to wipe it away. He couldn't cry, he needed to be strong. He cried anyway.

They stayed like that for a long time, comforting each other. By the time they moved, their feet were ice and their limbs were stiff. Fleamont stumbled a bit when he put pressure on his left foot, it was numb.

"What if we never have a child? What if I never become pregnant?" Euphemia whispered, looking up at her husband with red-rimmed eyes.

Fleamont took a moment to think, unsure if he should lie or tell the honest, painful truth. "I don't know," he said eventually, deciding that the truth was best, no matter how much it hurt.

Euphemia nodded, linking her hand into her husband's. "Well," she said with false bravo, "I guess we just keep trying until I am pregnant."

Fleamont smiled softly at his wife. "Yes, we won't give up. One day, there will be a child in our arms."

* * *

><p>(w.c 438)<p>
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	7. Ginny Weasley 2

**Title:** Morning, Just  
><strong>Summary: <strong>Ginny cringed and waited for the inevitable. **  
>PairingCharacters: **Harry/Ginny**  
>Rating: <strong>K  
><strong>Warnings<strong>: N/A**  
>Notes: <strong>Written for The Most Horrible Competition Ever: word count under 100

* * *

><p>Ginny was disturbed by an indistinct murmur outside her door. She cringed, <em>no, please no.<em>

She felt Harry shift beside her and groan. "Is it morning?" he mumbled out.

"Just," she murmured back, glancing to the window.

Harry groaned again.

The door creaked open.

Footsteps, three sets.

Ginny braced herself and Harry tensed next to her. They didn't need to wait long.

"Mummy!"

"Daddy!"

Three bodies jumped on the bed.

"It's Christmas!"

Ginny opened her eyes and looked at her husband. "It's only once a year," she said with a shrug.

"Thank Merlin for that."

* * *

><p>(w.c 95)<p>
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	8. Molly Weasley

**Title:** Hard Decisions  
><strong>Summary: <strong>Ginny can't make up her mind**  
>PairingCharacters:**Ginny and Molly (platonic)**  
>Rating:<strong>K  
><strong>Warnings<strong>: N/A**  
>Notes:<strong>N/A

* * *

><p>Ginny sat at the kitchen table at the burrow; her head in her hands. In front of her was a large array of parchment, photographs, and different colour fabrics. The sunlight streamed in through the nearby window, hitting the large rock on Ginny's finger in just the right spot to make it shine brightly.<p>

"Ginny," her mother said, coming to sit by her. "Why don't you take a break?"

"I can't," Ginny whined. "I need to make a decision." She lifted her head from her hands and gazed at the fabric.

Molly smiled with fond exasperation at her youngest child. "You don't have to right now, though."

Ginny was already shaking her head. "I need to decide, Hermione and Luna need to know as soon as possible."

Molly sighed, giving up. "Okay, let me help." Molly picked up two of the pieces, the ones closest to Ginny. "Are these the favourites?"

Ginny looked at the two fabrics. One was a soft, baby pink, perfect for a traditional, feminine wedding. The other was a lovely mint green, a little different but still feminine and beautiful. Ginny nodded after a quick glance at the remaining fabrics. They were not as nice.

"Okay." Molly folded the two pieces of fabric until they could fit inside her hand; baby pink in one, mint green in the other. She then pulled her hands behind her back and shifted around for a moment. "Pick a hand," she said when she was done.

Ginny decided she was too stressed to fight the juvenile activity so she just pointed to her mother's right arm.

Molly pulled her hands out and opened the right one; revealing the baby pink fabric. Seeing her daughters face, she placed the pieces of fabric down. "I think you've made your decision," she said with a smile.

Ginny looked down at the mint green fabric and smiled.

* * *

><p>(w.c 339)<p>
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	9. Arthur Weasley

**Title:** Picnic Gone Wrong  
><strong>Summary: <strong>Who knew there could be stowaways on a picnic**  
>PairingCharacters:**Arthur/Molly**  
>Rating:<strong>K  
><strong>Warnings<strong>: N/A**  
>Notes:<strong>Written for Speed Drabble: weight, furry, basket

* * *

><p>Arthur smiled at his girlfriend once he reached the top of the hill. Struggling with the weight of the picnic basket in his hands, he walked over to a tree and gratefully placed the basket down.<p>

"I swear it wasn't that heavy when I packed it," Arthur said once he caught his breath.

Molly shrugged, reaching to the basket. "Who knows, maybe it was-" Molly never managed to finish her sentence. The moment she opened the basket a small, furry ball hurled itself at her. Molly shrieked, scrambling backwards.

Arthur jumped at her shriek, dropping his sunglasses and then landing on them with a loud crack. "What?" He asked frantically. "What is it?"

Molly pointed to the ball of fur that was hissing at them.

Arthur turned and stared at the animal. "Hey! No wonder the basket was so damned heavy." Arthur lunged at the animal, only to smash his face into the ground. Arthur growled and chased after the cat that was running in circles around Molly.

Molly watched on, more amused than she'd ever been before. It wasn't long until she was on the ground laughing uncontrollably. Tears in her eyes and pains in her stomach, Molly let herself laugh, feeling nothing but joy.

Arthur, who'd stopped chasing the cat by this point, watched on with an entranced expression. _One day, _he thought. _One day I'm going to marry that woman._

* * *

><p>(w.c 260)<p>
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End file.
